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FIRST INSTALLMENT where in town that no outsider was
ever sble to find. It may be worth
NEVER“OHE' bunting for. He has a son. too, knock-
. ing around the city. A cheap tough,
_o = n of the cigarette-cating type. 1 sup-
s -~ """i 8 craving _'° call me | sose be's arranged to meet him.  He'll
mmmes. Max Lamar used to say. “call | }..r watching, too, now that his old
me & horsethief or a mental error or . g *
man s out
even a dove of peace But. unless . . . . . - .
you waut to stant trouble. don't call| g,y Lamar wasnot the prison’s only
me & detlertlive I'm st o detective. |

e - voluntary guest that noon. The grim
a - m & D i1 ™ v
» D Gpe— old archway leading to hopelessness

He bad served for years on the | .. graced by the presence of two
GRS xS ownten office detective | L pen who were frequent and. wel-
e wen. while he was sull un- | e  visitors to the place—June
dar thirty. he had 'aid down ¢ 8 | Travis and her sweet-fac ed mother.
money and laid up coough reputation : - p S 4
te vave "™he force and po bus ,JM:.I. S QN Jue. Mty etk

il of soul and of face. Impatient at the

ness for himself dle, futile life of the girls in her own
iz bhis ofice sat lamsr one spriv walk of life. she had chosen to change
Eoriimg. rYing 1o coax a Sulky CIgar  much of her comfortable leisure into
isto pood bebavior and, between pufls, | 10i]l in behal? of released prisoners.
Gictuiing & letter to Edith Haves, bis| Today June had heard that “Circle’
Sledogrsber Yim rden’s sentence aas to expire

A clerk bhurried s X So noon found her and her
roct: iad & special de r mother the warden's office, await-
Bis chief's desk and vanished 3 g nvict's appearance.
imt $ own domain At sig { the The éoor of the warden's office
enscloge 3 handwniting n th pened A Keeper stepped into the
upuscal lermess left Lamar vows. ushering in a square-built man
manter At 3 glance dow S.0E 3
oficial sheet of paper as ) with the keeper was clad
R from the emvelope th last tting suit of gray: bearing
Lracs dolence was g in its every badlv cut line the unmis-

Miss Haves he sa.d the ball | takable sign of “prisonmade.”
< TS fsy will lack mos! ard Yet. in that heavy face were marks
faz And pever mind g that  of intellect character, power At
botter 1 Base 10 get out of bere sight of him, Junes heart gave a
T ook s a1 bis wat B r little throb. She did not know
twenly minules ive go E wh
prisca ~ T warden rose to his feet. smil-

Mr Lama sammered t gl r and stretching out his hand to
all 1 - Ber o 'S S£TVice he newscomer
o knos when he was in earnes so0d by, Jim.” he said, pleasantly

e ru Se answersQ Lislen 1 | hope voure going to take a brace
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'cle" Jim caroming against a clean-wut
young mai who had just rounded the
corner toward the gate. -

“*Scuse me, Mr. Lamar,” began the
guard. “He—"

Jim had recovered his balance and,
disregarding the others, strode toward
June: muttering angry incoherences
Lamar, in one double gesture, slipped
his own athletic body between the
two and drew a revolver from his hip
pocket.

He leveled the weapon at Borden
who instinctively threw up his hands.
As he did so, the guard pinioned him
from behind.

“Here,” said l.amar, briskly, as he
pocketed the revolver and pulled out
a pair of shining little handcuffs.
“Help me put these on him.”

“No! No!™ begged June.
my fault. Please let him go.
do!™

Lamar shrugged his shoulders.

“Turn him loose,” he ordered the
guard.

And “Circle” Jim scuttled off, down
the street. like a bullet-grazed wolf.

Lamar turned to June, raising his
soft hat.

“1 hope he didn't frighten you,” he
said. “Really, you shouldn't have in-
terceded for him, just now. If you
| had let us arrest him—"
| "lI'm glad 1 didn’t,” she made an-
swer. “And thank you for coming to
my aid, Mr. Lamar. “Oh, here is my
mother. [ want vou to meet her.”

As Lamar helped the two ladies into
their car, a few minutes later, he had
the joy of hearing June say:

“Won't you come and see us—and
tell us more about your work?”

Sputtering some hali-coherent reply,
the usually cool-headed man stood
staring in foolish happiness after the
Car.

With a start he came to himself. |
He had hastened to the prison to see
“Circle” Jim Borden released, and to
follow him. And—all because of one
girl—he had quite forgotten Jim's'

“It was
Please

]

|

as he passed the crowd's outskirts,
and who had come up behind him)
groaned aloud in mortal anguish,
seized Ted by the nape of the neck
and fcreibly hauled him away.

The watch’s owner bawled “Stop
Thief,” and gave chase. The cry was
taken up, as others in the crowd saw
“Circle” Jim dart nimbly into a by-
street, still propelling the half-stupe-
fied youth ahead of him.

As father and sz rounded the cor-
ner, Max Lawmar wsas crossing the
lower end of the Sguare. He heard
the cries; saw the chase begin, and
had a fleeting glimpse of Borden just
before he and Ted disappeared.

The man for whom Max had vainly
been searching all afternoon! Lamar
whipped out a police whistle, blew a
shrill blast, then ran at full speed
down the street around whose cor-
ner Borden and Ted had vanished,

With Lamar, a brace of policemen
and a'score of volunteer man-hunters
in hot pursuit, Borden continued his
flight.

Down one street, across another
he raced; the pursuit ever within
sound and once or twice within sight.
Into the mouth of an alleyway he
plunged and on till he reached a spot
where a posterdecked fence adjoined
the corner of a building.

There was a foot or so of space be-
tween building and fence.

He shoved the panting Ted through
this opening; followed; pushed the
loosened board back in place and
stood an instant to get his breath.

He and his son were in a disused
lumberyard. His hasty glance met no
buman being. But that was because
his glance was so extremely hasty and
because his prison-weakened eves were
no longer so keen as of yore

For he and Ted were not the yard s
only human occupants. The Pirate

! King shared their hiding place.

The Pirate King. in private life, was
Ignatius Aloysius McQuaid; intimate-
ly known as “Spudsy.”

He was four

existence,
ciean away
- - - - - - -
Ted Borden was out of a job. This
no novelty to him. Though he
barely twenty-two, this was the |
eighth position he had managed to
Thera were but three things
earth in which the lad felt even
a languid interest. These were

and had let him get

1082,

on

ing.
This morning he had come to the |

the gute leading from the prison to

the street outside. June caught up

with Borden.

1 Burt your feelings. I'm afraid,™
accosted him timidly, as he

paused a moment, irresolute, on the

He Pushed the Panting Ted Through
This Opening.

Thai's why be wrote me Old

“Cipele” Jim is my quarry. ['ve landed

him three times for the chief and It

to
she

Sooks as if | were going to make it a | PAVement. “But 1 didn't mean to
Soursome Jim cap't keep out of jafl | Homestly, 1 didn't And I'm sorry.
s Please forgive me,  Mr. Borden. I

Becsase e can't keep out of crime.
And be can't keep out of crime on
sccount of the Red Circle™

know how bitterly you must feel to-
ward evervone.
let me do something for vou

“The Red Circle™ she echoed. “A !
Srcde of assrchists® angers you to have me ta'k to vou,
Mo A circie of Jim Borden's. A | ™°R't ¥ou at least take this, to help |

you alomg until vou can find steady
work?™

As she spoke. she drew from hLer
wristbag a little roll of bills: and
thrust them inte the coavict's cal-
loused left hand.

The well-meant act scourged Dor-
den., from contemptuous apathy. into
| flaming rage His gnarled fist gripped
I've | igkt on the money. crushing it to a
'wad. Then he flung it to the pave-
| ment and turned sharply away.

Again the girl sought to detain him.
At ber touch he whirled savagely up-

girche on the back of his right hand
A circie be gets Lis piciname from
A red birthmark ke a boop or ring.
i the fSesh of the hand Sometimes
8 hardly shows Sometimes it blazes
4 angry crimson He—"

“But what bas & bimhmark got 10
S0 with bhis being & riminal™ asked
the puzzied girl. 1 dont see—"

“Naither do 1. PBumt ft's troe
beard some sort of a rigmarole about
this Mirthmark running through bis
tamily ever so far back and that when-
ever it appears it's a #ign of a crimi-
aal Al vonssnse perhaps | don't |on her; his lips drawn back from his
know ot 1 do know that old ‘Circle’ | yellowed teeth: his left fist clenched
Jimn Borden is ome of the craftiest | and half-raised, as if to strike.
mest inveterate criminals in this state |  This was too much for the chivalrous
And ¥ pe's owt of prison it means  gate guard. He flung himself upon
trouble to the whole community. Borden. catching the upraised arm
There was a yara st beadguarters that | and thrusting him back from the
the old fox tas s hiding place some-  frightened girl. The thrust sent “Cir-

.
\F:ar galoen, the headquarters of his
|

My = said short! 3
i™m so =orry S0 SOTrT said
B q kK svmpathy t—bu
L ] 3 TieGTle SOIT
augh a—Tfor . ke vou
z ¥ :; ._-..:' & .. ..!‘ -
r m ¥ou can sot a splendid ex-
ample of manhood—of
J shook away her g
4 g v shudder. T 16
Eeer
You see how it is, Miss Travis
began the ward
But June was not there She kad
€ i after the retreating oo
Mrea. Travis worried at her dao TS
impetuous pursuit of such a hopeless |
case, bade the warden good-by and
followed
Meantime, as a guard threw open

But [ do want you to |
If it

factory two hours late. A little after
he had setretiyv lighted :tl

ette in the varnish roomn. Thel
perintendent had caught him at it 4
n time to avert a blaze, and had |
with discharged him. |
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WWith hal?f a week's pay in his pock-

“l Hurt Your Feelings, I'm Afraid!™

feet eight inches tall, and he was the
only son and heir of the garbage-col-
lector whe lived two doors down the

1_ alley.

Spudsy had long ago discovered the
unused old lumbersxard, and had con-
verted it into a pirate ship; with a
pile of corner boards as quarter-deck.

This afternoon,

as he paced 1::5I

rrla:ht hand,” continued Spudsy, de-

lighted with tho interest his words
evoked. “An’ on the back of his
hand they was a big red ring, like it
was painted there.”

“The Red Circle!” muttered La-
mar; and just then he found the ring
of the trapdoor.

“Then ke paused, as if in thought.
Presently he took out one of his cards
and scribbled on it: “Need Aid. Fol-
low Boy.”

“Take this card to the first police-
man you can find,” he said. “Lead
him here, and then go somewhere and
have an ice cream cone debauch.
Hurry now! Chase!”

As Spudsy scampered off on his mis-
sion Max Lamar drew his revolver
and stepped down through the trap-
door into the passage bevond.

Along that same passageway, not
five minutes earlier, “Circle” Jim Bor-
den had propelled his drunken son.
Through what seemed to Ted a mile
of underground wanderings, they sped.
At last, Jim had pushed upward. An-
other trapdoor had yielded to the push,
and the father and son had crawiled
out of the passage into a poorly fur-
nished and ill-lighted room.

A bedroom adjoined this first dusty
‘apartment. These rooms had fof
years been Jim Borden's unsuspected
hiding place.

Jim partly led, partly carried him
into the adjoining bedroom and threw
him heavily upon the cot, which, with
one chair, formed the roem’s sole fur-
nishing. Ted took scant note of his
surroundings and was soon in a drunk-
en sleep.

Jim, spent with his run, collapsed
upon the rickety chair beside the cot
and looked down in gloomy disgust
upon his snoring son.

“The last of the Bordens!™ bhe
mused. “We two. My son and I. 1
hoped—I was fool enocugh to hope—
back there in that hell of a living

| tomb—that Ted might redeem us.

That he might prove to be the salva-
tion of our name. And now—a thief.
The cheapest, meanest, lowest type of
thief! There's no hope. The sooner
the Bordens go, the soonsr a menace
to society will be done away with. We
maust go; he and L.”

With fingers that did not tremble,
he turned on the solitary gas jet:
then, with one last look at the sleep-
ing boy. he left the room. closing the
door behind him.

“He will mever know!™ muttered
Borden, as he came out into the other
room. “He will die in his sleep. Gas
is mercifully painless. And now it's
my own turn. My own—turn. A quick-
er death and less easy to bear than—"

He checked himself: the big shoul-

| eves alight

| narrow opening: then 2 hand, an arm, |

quarter-deck.growling merciless orders |

| to his imaginary crew, Spudsy was
| suddenly aware of the two men who | Siow, deep voics that robbed his words | = o
father and. kneeling. felt his pulse and

burst into the yvard.

—rglease the younger man whom he
had been grasping by the collar. He
saw the old fellow drop on his knees
and dig in the timber debris like a
dog that is digging for woodchucks.

ders tensing: head thrust forward.
ler his

feet he

His secret hid-
discovered.
he ped to the trap
door. and steod erouching and alert
just behind hinge. A second later.
the trap began to rise. Inch by inch
it was lifted from below.

A pistel muzzle protruded from the

and a human head.

One lightning look revealed to the
crouching Borden the face of Max
Lamar. In the same instant. “Circle™
Jim launched himse!lf upon hiz foe.
He seized Max by the wrist and.
with one mighty tug, dragged him up
into the room. slamming the trap shut
behind him.

“Hands up!”
Tp!'—So!™

He stood for a moment glaring in
cold triumph =t his helplees enemv

Then he spoke: slowiy, hungrily,
from between hard-clenched teeth.

“8it down'™ he said

“Max Lamar”™

snarled Borden. “Up!

Iof any meiodrama taint. “You've sent
He saw the elder of the two men— | ™ to prison three times. Now, I've
a grayv-maned. ghastly-faced cld fellow | got you

|
|

Lamar’s eve roved from the black
pistol muzzle to the scarred hand that
keld it so menacingly.

fight. His keen nostrils had caught |
the smell of escaping gas. He remem-
bered all at once what Borden had
said: “My son is in that bedroom—dy-
ing!" And he ran to the bedroom deor.
opened it and entered.

The two policemen, stalwart as they
were, found “Circle” Jim unexpectedly
hard to subdue. The old man was fight-
ing like a beast at bay. Nor was he
fighting to escape. For he made no
move to tear himself free from his
opponents.

Instead. he seemed to be trying to
get hold of the pistol that one of the
two policemen still held.

Like Samson of old, he put forth
his power of muscle. And, before his
captors could so much as guess his
intent, he had twisted the policeman's

“On the Back of His Hand They Was
a Big Red Ring!™

hand toward him. so that the pistol
muzzle pressed against his own body
just above the heart.

The same wrench enabled Jim to
force aside the policeman’s trigger
finger. His own forefinger slipped
inside the trigger guard.

One pressure of the finger and the
shot was fired.

The policemen relaxed their hold,
as Jim Borden spasmodically lezped in
air staggered backward, a .44
bullet throuagh his heart.

The big body hurtled to the fiocor
and lay there

“Circie”

and

death T

ie by the appearance of La-

|
Lamar did not joln %a the triple |
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AntfficientRemedy

Compounded of vegetable
drugs in a perfectly appointed
laboratory by skilled chemists,
after the prescription of a suc-
cessful physician of wide ex-
penence, and approved by the
experience of tens of thous-

ands in the last _forty-five
years.

Peruna’s Success

rests strictly on its merit as a
truly scientific treatment for
all diseases of catarrhal symp-
toms. It has come to be the
recognized standby of the
American home because it has
deserved to be, and it stands
today as firm as the eternal
hills in the confidence of an
enormous number.

What Helped Them May Help You

Get our free booklet, “Heslth
and How to Have It,” of your drug-
gist, or write direct to us.

* The Peruna Company
Columbus, Ohio

Goocd Advice.
A minister was guestioning his Sur
R .

day schoo! concerning the story « 1-
tychus, the young man who, listening
to the preach of the Apostle Pan
fell asleep and. falling out of a8 win
dow. was taken up dead.

“Whart.” he asked, “do we learn from
this solemn event ¥

The reply from a little girl came:

“Please, sir. ministers sl
not to preach too long sermons.”"—Tit-
Bits.

SWAMP-ROOT STOPS
SERIOUS BACKACHE

When your back aches, and your blad-
der and kidnevs seem to be disordered, re-
member it is needless to suffer—go to your
nearest drug store and get a bottle of Dr.
Kilmer's Swamp-Root. It is a physician's
prescription for diseases of the kidneys
and bladder.

It has stood the test of years and has
a reputation for quickly and effectively
giving results in thousands of cases.

This prescription was used by Dr.
mer in nis p 1
very effective that it
sale everywhere. Get a i
$1.00, i

nii-

at your pearest druggist.

However, if yvou wish first to test this

mar. who resled out of the bedroom, a ’
| gush of pungent gasreek enveloping ) st

In his arms, Max bore a lifeless S, 48 ¥you
body. The body of Ted Borden.

nfering the bedroom, Lamar had tf P 1
been wellnigh overcome by the did once.
fumes of gas that had by this time “Who was she?

“She was a clog-dancer.”—Tit-Bits.

he said in the same |

|

“1 see vou siill have the Red Circle. |

Jim.,” he said. as if to make conversa-

|et, Ted had repaired to the Goiden | He saw him push his hand downward 1_1&0::‘

select crowd of friends. |

At
slouched out of the place. penniless;
considerably more than half<drunk |

Ted he” had a vague idea of going |
| to the bali game. Now that that was |
out of the question, he presently de- |
cided to loaf around to the square
of the Chronicle office and
watch the score.

Ted knew his father was a crook.
And he had alwavs resented Jim's ef-

the end

forts toc keep him straight, deemed
those pitiful attempts the acme of
hypocrisy

Ted had reached the Square. He
used in the outer fringe of the
| throng that watched the baseball bul-
letins. His gaze fell cn the portly
meridian of the man standing next to
him
The man was staring ecstatically
upward at the score board. His coat

|

was open. From the pocket of his
jutting waistcoat hung a jeweled
watchfob.

Ted's mouth grew dry and his dull
eves brightened. Hot temptation®
gripped and shook him. |

So intent did his every faculty all
at once become that he did not hear
a man come up behind him. hait ab-
ruptly and murmur his name. !

Out crept Ted's hand, nearer snd |
neared to the coveted watch. Now
his fingertips had closed lovingly on |
tke fob. Then, at the same time,
two things happened.

The watch’'s owner felt the touch of
the clumsy fingers, glanced down-
ward; made a grab at the nicotine-
stained digits and shouted “Tkief!™
On the same instant “Circle” Jim Bor-
den (who had caught sight of his son |

| whose

| into the mass .of shavings and shin-

gles and grope for something.

tcp a coating of chips and
scaniling ends still adhered.

The man lifted the trapdoor part
way, shoved the younger man in
through the opening; crawled through
it after him, and lowered the trapdoor
above them so carefuily that the
scraps of wood were mot disturbed.

Spudsy stared, goggleeyved. Here
was the most delightful mystery of
the centuries. The woodyvard was
not only a pirate ship. It was a treas-
ure cave as well. Cautiously he climbed
down from the quarter-deck and made
for the spot where the trapdoor had
been raised and lowered. He bent
over the trap, brushing away the con-
cealing wood. Then he saw a shadow
fall across the debris and he looked
up. Over him stood a man—tall, well
dressed;his firm mouth just now smil-
ing friendlily down upon the cringing
child,

“Digging for gold., Johnny?" he
asked pleasantly; and at scund of the
kind voice Spudsy's fright vanished.

“NgG, sir,” answered the boy. “I'm
just lookin® fer the place where them
two guys ran into the ground.”

“Into the—what > demanded Lamar,
in quick interest.

“Into the ground,” responded
Spudsy. “Ther beat it into here
through that place in the fence an’
one of ‘em—an cld geezer with gray
hair—he digs here a minute an’ then
he ups with a trapdoor an' down they
scoots.”

Max Lamar was on his knees, fran-
tically pushing the chips and shingles
to left and right.

“He boosts up the trap with his |

|

of an hour Ted had | Then he saw him lift a trapdoor. to | dully. “Yes. The Red Circle.
| still there. on my hand.

i

He was piaving for time.

“Red Circle.,” repeated Borden.
tis
Always there.
And it has always marked one mem-
ber in every generation of my family.
And the persog it marked has alwars
been a criminal.

“Here it ends,” said Borden again:
“I am going to wipe out the curse by
wiping out my family. My son is in
that bedroom—dying. [ shall go next.
With this gan I am going to shoot
myself, after [ have sguared an old
score by killing you.”

Borden, as he spoke, raised the re-
volver a few inches, and his finger
tightened on the trigger. Lamar,
gathering all his strength, lunged sud-
denly forward. clutching Jim's wrist
and twisting it to cne side. The bul-
let went wild. In another instant, the
table was overturned. and the two
men: loeked in furious embrace.

Presently. in the deathlock. Lamar's
fingers found the catch that heid the
pistol's cy¥linder in place. One sharp
pressure and he had “broken™ the re-
volver, sending the remaining car-
tridges pattering harmless te the figor.

Jim released his hold cn the useless
weapon and snatched with both hards
for Lamar's throat. But before the
grip could be gained or guarded, he
recoiled a step: kis eyes glassy and
staring; his wild gaze Sxed on some-
thing behind Max.

Up through the trapdoor two police-

With a roar of fury, Borden snatched
up the overturned table ard hurled it
with all his force at the charging po-

turned the tiny place into a veritable
asphyxiation chamber.

He had caught up the one rickety
chair and. stifling and dizzy, had
smazhed open the window with it
After leaning out for a moment, to get
back his breath and to steady the
whirling of his brain. he had crossed
to the bed, seized Ted's limp body and
had borne it out to the purer air of
the next room.

There he :aid the boy beside his

listened at the narrow chest for sound
of heartbeats.

Presentiy he rose, a new solemnity
in his alert eves. Turning to the two
panting officers. he said, very guiet-

“Our work here is done. They are
both dead It is—it is the end of the
Red Circle!™

- - - Ll - - -

The double inguest was over. The
last report was made. Max Lamar's
work of “keeping an eve” om Jim
Borden was finished for all time.

From police headquarters he set cut
toward his own office. The horror of
the Red Circle tragedy was still
heavy upon him. His own part in it
and his narrow escape from death had
left a mark on his usually steady
nerve.

He was tired of gruesome mysteries.
He wanted something to take his mind
off the events of the past two days.

June Travis had asked him to call
He intended to take her at her word.

Just then a limousine that had been
drawn up beside the curb, just in front
of him. started off. Carelessly, Lamar

To get the genuine. call
BRUOMO QUININE

Only One “BROMO QUININE™
for full name LAXATIVS

. Look for signatore of B W
GHUVE Cores & Cold in One 7. e

Started Something.

Don finished his first day
school
for their
being sent to bed
“Well, how do
like school? his
The little fellow became serious.
“Tm I've ]
something I ean't finish™ he replied

HOW TO TREAT DANDRUFF

itching Scalp and Falling Hair With
Cuticura. Trial Free.

Was on

usual evening talk

airal daddy, started

On retiring touch spots of dandruf
and itching with Cuticura Qintment
Next morning shampoo with Cuticurs
Soap and hot water. A clean, healthy
scalp means good bair and freedom, in
most cases, from dandruff, itching,
burning, crustings and scalings.

Free sample each by mail with Book.
Address postcard, Cuticura, Dept. L,
Boston. Sold everywhere —Ady.

Rude Indication.
Miss Oldgirl—The first lover I had
was when I was only twenty, and—
Miss Pert—My, what a fine memory

you must have to go so far back as
that.

An accident policy doesn’t help a

young man out when he falls in love.

glanced at it. He could not see the

occupants. He had no special desire
to sea them.

But he was attracted by the sight
of a woman's hand—white, shapely,
dainty—that lay carelessly on the sash
of the car's open window.

At first, it was its beauty that drew
Max's notice. But, just at the instant
the limousine whizzed away, he had
a closer look. And a startled cry
broke from him.

For. vividly clear upon the snowy
surface of the hand-back, glared the
Red Circle! ¥

Lariar barely had time, as the car
vanished ina swirl of traffic, to catch
sight of its number. With shaking
fingers he jotted down in his note-
book: g

“Cal: 126694, The Red Circle!” he
babbled dazedly., “The Red Circle—
again!”

(END OF FIRST INSTALLMENT.)

ALWAYS DRANK FROM SAUCER | &ives. This pot is shaped like a coffee
w-_n_:-u Their Tea
in That Way Not More Than Twe
Generations Agc.

Let me add a3 word to the remarks
sbout tes. an English correspondent
writes to the Boston Hersld

I scw in the Victoria and Albert mu-
seum & tespot which was presented by
Lard George Berkeley to the East In-
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pewter. Perhaps I was aided in this
choice by an entry in the journal of
the Rev. John Wesley, July 6, 1748,
in which he speaks of his leaving off
the drinking of-tea as an example to
the poorer Methodists, thinking it
would prevent great expense of health,
time and money. “The first three days
my head ached more or less, all day
long; and I was half asleep from morn-
ing to mnight. The third day, on
Wednesday in the afternoon, my mem-

ory failed almost entirely. In the eve-
ning I sought my remedy in prayer. I

M -

it

ger of the Plunkville op'ry house. “It |
was punk. Couldn’t spend three days
here.”

“It spent six months in New York,
all right—while it was being written™

Looking Ahead.
Friend—What is the idea of
out a 1918 car two years in advance?
Auto Dealer—So if it breaks down
and you take it to a garage to have
some little thing done to it they will
have it done in time to still be a cup-
rent-year's model—Life,

1,000 CARLOADS SGRAP IRON

Also Scrap Rubber; Metals, Etc.
Write for prices

Nebraska Iron & Metal Co. \25:55.
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